A Song to David

1763

OTHOU, that sit'st upon a throne,
With harp of high majestic tone,
To praise the King of Kings ;
And voice of heaven-ascending swell,
Which, while its deeper notes excell,
Clear, as a clarion, rings :
II
To bless each valley, grove and coast,
And charm the cherubs to the post
Of gratitude in throngs ;
To keep the days on Zion's mount,
And send the year to his account,
With dances and with songs :
III
O Servant of God's holiest charge,
The minister of praise at large,
Which thou may'st now receive ;
From thy blest mansion hail and hear,
From topmost eminence appear
To this the wreath I weave.
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